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cards the one and seeks the other. He seeks not quantity, not
women; but quality, the woman. This selectivity is part of
his humanity, part of the superiority that raises man above
the beasts, differentiating him; it is therefore of the spirit and
not of the body. The beautiful body is the symbol his soul
seeks of that infinite beauty which is its final concept. Not
sensuality, but spirituality. His sensuality is a means, not an
end... a grasping for beauty... a groping of the hands in
the dark on a woman's body for her soul... for the flight of a
bird... for the perfume of the flower.
This, then, is the end of his dream... the final disillusion
that continues through life... the grasping for eternal beauty
which ends in bed with a woman. Beyond the portal of her
thighs he cannot go. Her thighs are of brass. To go there is
the little death. Beyond it, at the end of life, is the greater,
where everything will be clear... or nothing. Beyond woman
there is death. In life there is only woman, the source of life,
while suspended overhead, by the ever-weakening thread of
years, is the bitter sword of impotence. So is a man's life
balanced precariously, on the point of his biological necessity.
His physical ends defeating his spiritual purposes. His means
inadequate to his causes. His pain insatiable in the great
waters of his desire. Endlessly wishing exploit, achievement.
And without the means of exploit... of achievement. Capa-
ble only of gratification... of palliative. Grasping always at
the substance, but wishing always for the shadow. Eating the
bread, but unable to become drunken on the wine. That is
the song of his life: the sum of it: its glory... its shame: its
beginning, its end. Were it more than this, he would be a god.
Were it less, a beast. Seeking all beauty, he fornicates, saying
this will be no fornication. This is all beauty that will end all
desire. This will be no fumbling thing. This will be the
emptied cup. Finality. This will be death: the final exploit
where all beauty meets all desire in one splendid leap to end
them both. The wave broken on the shattered din?